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The Valkyr suddenly drew up her horse within a few feet of his balcony. 
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No, there was no hope ... in a minute the gates would open, slowly, and he would pass through, 
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The cave was deluged with living, oscillating blue flame. 




I gave him the spear — driving it home with all my strength. 
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As two waves meet with thunderous arrogance, so we fell upon each other that great day at Cr6cy! 
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“You shall not-, must not go, wife, priestess, queen!” I entreated that shadowy form. 
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There sounded the richest- throated bell in all the world and a vast proscenium revealed itself — a stage 
that was the world . . , 
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"Enter,” the maiden said. "Here dwells the holy Tanofir, who prays over the bones of Hie sacred 
Apis bull.” 
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“Somehow I imagined myself back, and only just in time, for my body was already 
stiffening in a chair in my room. . . 
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The satyr barked terrified protests as Demers lifted his 
hunting knife to strike. . . . 
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The Ride of the Valkyrs. 
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The New Eve 
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CHAPTER ONE 

BACK TO THE PAST 

I BELIEVE that it was Satan himself, 
or, at any rate, one of his agents, who 
caused my late friend, Lady Ragnall, 
to bequeath to me, Allan Qiiatermain, the 
casket of the magical herb called Taduki, 
in connection with which already we had 
shared certain remarkable adventures. 
These adventures I have already recorded 
in a book entitled “The Ancient Allan.” 
Now, it may be argued that to brake use 
of this Taduki and on its wings to be trans- 
ported, in fact or in imagination, to some 
far-away state in which one appears for a 



while to live and move and have one’s be- 
ing, is no crime, however rash the proceed- 
ing. Nor is it, since, if we can find new 
roads to knowledge, or even to interesting 
imaginings, why should we not take them? 
But to break one’s word is a crime, and be- 
cause of the temptation of this stuff — 
which, I confess, for me has more allure- 
ment than anything else on earth, at any 
rate, in these latter days — I have broken 
my word. 

For, after a certain experience at Rag- 
nall Castle, did I not swear to myself and 
before Heaven that no power in the world, 
not even that of Lady Ragnall herself, 
would induce me again to inhale those 
time-dissolving fumes and look upon that 




“O Sleeper with a shape such as no man has ever seen, Wi 
throws out his spirit ’to you — hear you the prayer of Wi!” 
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The next instant, Wi was up again, charging at Henga, who now grasped 
the club with a huge hand and swung it aloft to crush him. . . . 
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